ACT THREE
wait on the floor of the bedroom
for heavy bodies with torn throats.
Let not one bird awake, let the breeze,
gathering their moans in her skirt,
fly with them over black tree-tops
or bury them in soft mud.
[Impatiently]
Oh, that moon! That moon!
[The MOON appears. The intense blue light returns.]
MOON: They're coming. One band through the ravine and the other
along the river. I'm going to light up tie boulders. What do you
need?
BEGGAR WOMAN: frothing.
MOON : The wind blows hard now, with a double edge.
BEGGAR WOMAN: Light up the waistcoat and open the buttons; the
knives will know the path after that.
MOON:
But let them be a long time a-dying. So the blood
will slide its delicate hissing between my fingers.
Look how my ashen valleys already are waking
in longing for this fountain of shuddering gushes!
BEGGAR WOMAN: Let's not let them get past the arroyo. Silence!
MOON: There they come!
[He goes. The stage is left dark.]
BEGGAR WOMAN: Quick! Lots of light! Do you hear me? They
can't get away! -
[The BRIDEGROOM and the FIRST YOUTH enter. The BEGGAR
WOMAN sits down and covers herself with her cloak.]
BRIDEGROOM: This way.
FIRST YOUTH: You won't find them.
BRIDEGROOM [angrily]: Yes, I'll find them.
FIRST YOUTH: I thinV they've taken another path.
BRIDEGROOM: No. Just a moment ago I felt the galloping.
FIRST YOUTH: It could have been another horse.
BRIDEGROOM [intensely]: Listen to me- There's only one horse in the
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